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THE PENTEGOST OF 
GALAMITY 

Ever the fiery Penteeost 

Girds with one flame the eonntless host. 

— Emebson. 



B 



Y various inAuenees and agents 
the Past is siunmoned before 
us, more vivid than a dream. 



The proeess seems as magieal as those 
whereof we read in f airy legends, where dr- 
eles are drawn, wands waved, mystie sylla- 
bles pronouneed. Adjiu^ by these rites, 
voices speak, or forms and faces shape 
themselves from nothing. So, through 
eertain inAuenees, not magieal at all, 
our brains are made to flash with visions 
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of other days. Is there among us one 
to whom this experienee is miknown? 
For whom no partieular strain of musie, 
or no speeial perfume, is linked with 
an inveterate assoeiation? Musie and 
perfumes are among the most potent 
of these evocatory agents; but many 
more exist, sueh as words, soimds, hand- 
writing. Thus ahnost always, at the 
name of the town Gologne, the banks 
of the golden stream, the Gennan 
Rhine, sweep into my sight as first I 
saw them long ago ; and from a steamer's 
deek I wateh again, and again eount, a 
train eomposed of twenty-one loeomo- 
tives, moving ominous and sinister on 
their new errand. That was July 19, 
1870. Franee had dedared war on 
Prussia that day. Mobilization was be- 
ginning before my eyes. I was ten. 
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Dates and aimiversaries also perform 
the same o£Bee as musie and perfmne3. 
This is the ninth of Jmie. This day, 
last year, I was in the heart of Ger- 
many. The beautiful, peaeeful seene is 
plain yet. It seems as if I never eould 
forget it or eease to love it. Otten 
last June I thought how different the 
sights I was then seeing were from those 
twenty-one locomotives rolling their 
heavy threat along the banks of the 
Rhine. And, for the mere euriosity 
of it, I looked in my German diary to 
find if I had reeorded anything on last 
Jime ninth that should be worth repeat- 
ing on this June ninth. 

Well, at the end of the day's jotted 
routine were the following sentenees: 
"I am eonstantly more impressed with 
the Germans. They are a massive, on- 



10 THE PENTEeOST OP CALAMITY 

going, steady raee. Some iimfying slow 
fire is at work in them. This ean be 
felt, somehow." Sueh was my Ameriean 
impression, innoeent altogether, deeply 
innoeent, and ignorant of what the 
slow fire was going to beeome. So 
were the peasants and the other humbler 
subjects of the Empire who gave me this 
daUy impression; they were innoeent 
and ignorant too. Therefore is the 
German tragedy deeper even than the 
Belgian. 

On June twenty^hth I was stiU in 
the heart of Germany, but at another 
beautiful plaee, where fiulher signs of 
Germany's great thrift, order and eom- 
petenee had met me at every tum. It 
was a Simday, eloudless and hot, with 
the moimtains full of odors from the 
pines. After two hours of strolling I 
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reentered our hotel to find a group of 
travelers before the bulletin board. 
Here we read in silenee the news of a 
politieal assassination. The silenee was 
prolonged, not beeause this news touehed 
any of us nationally but beeause any 
sueh erime must toueh and shoek all 
thoughtful persons. 

At last the silenee was broken by an 
old Grennan traveler, who said: "That 
is the mateh whieh will set all Europe 
in a blaze." We did not know who 
he was. None of our party ever knew. 
On the next moming this party took 
its imtroubled way toward France, a 
party of innoeent, ignorant Amerieans, 
in whose minds lingered no thought of 
the old German's remark. That even- 
ing we slept in Rheims. Our windows 
opened opposite the quiet eathedral. 
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It towered far above them into the 
night and sky, its presenee fillmg om- 
rooms with a serene and grave bene- 
dietion. Just to see it from one's 
pillow gave to one's thoughts the qiiality 
of prayer. 

Two days later I took my leave of it 
by sitting f or a silent hour alone beneath 
its solemn nave. I ean never be too 
glad that I bade it tMs good-by. Not 
long afterward — only thirty-two days 
— we reeolleeted the old German's re- 
mark, for suddenly it eame true. He 
had known whereoi he spoke. On Au- 
gust 1, 1914, Europe fell to pieees; and 
during August, 1915, in a few weeks 
from to-day, the anniversaries will ^be- 
gin — publie anniversaries and private. 
These, like perfiunes, like musie, will 
waken legions of visions. The days of 
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the ealendar, sueeeeding one another, 
will ring in the memories of hundreds 
and thousands like bells. Eaeh date 
will invest its day and the sun or the 
rain thereof with speeial, pregnant re- 
lation to the bereft and the mourning 
of many faiths and languages. Thus 
aD Europe will be toDing with memorial 
knells inaudible, yet whieh in those 
ears that hear them will soimd louder 
than any noise of shrapnel or ealamity. 



II 



II 
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the first plaee, a eonstant pleasure to 
the eye, a eonstant repose to the body 
and mmd. Look where you might, 
beauty was in some form to be seen, 
given its ehanee by the intelligenee of 
man — not defaced, but made the most 
of; and, whether in towns or in the 
eountry, a harmonious speetaele was 
the rule. I thought of our landseape, 
littered with rubbish and eareless fences 
and stumps of trees, hideous with glar- 
ing advertisements ; of the nisty junk 
lying about our farms and towns and 
wayside stations; and of the disSgm'ed 
Palisades along the Hudson River. 
Ameriea was ugly and shabby — made 
so by Amerieans; Germany was swept 
and gamished — made so by Grermans. 
In Nauheim the admirable eourtyard 
of the bathhouses was matehed by the 



II 
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growing in the open, eut Aowers f or sale 
in the areade and comfortable seats 
where the doetor permitted pausing, 
but no permanent settling down. Thus 
went the whole day. Everything was 
well planned and everything worked. I 
thought of Ameriea, where so many 
things look beautiful on paper and so 
few things work, beeause nobody keeps 
the rules. I thought of our eollege 
elective system, by whieh every boy 
was free to study what best fitted him 
for his eareer, and nearly every boy 
did study what he eould most easily 
pass examinations in. There was no 
eleetive system in Nauheim. Every- 
body kept the rules. There was no 
breakdown, no failure. 

Moreover, the civility of the various 
mmistrants to the invalid, from the 
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eminent professor-doctor down throngh 
hotel porters and bath attendants to 
the elevator boy, was well-nigh perfect. 
If you asked for somethmg out of the 
routine, either it was permitted or it 
was satisfactorily explained why it eould 
not be pennitted. Whether at the bank, 
the bookshop, the hotel, the railway 
station or in the street, your questions 
were not merely imderstood — the Grer- 
mans knew the answers to them. And 
every day the street was ehanning with 
f resh Aowers and f resh f ruit in abimdanee 
at many eomers and booths — eherries, 
strawberries, plums, aprieots, grapes, 
both eheap and good, as here they never 
are. But the great luxury, the great 
repose, was that eaeh person fitted his 
iob, did it well, took it seriously. After 
our Ameriean way of taking it as a joke, 
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partieularly when you fumble it, this 

German way was almost enough to 
eure a siek man without further treat- 
ment. 



III 




m 

HIS serenity of living was not 
got up for the stranger; it 
was not to meet his market 
that a complex and artificial ease had 
been eonstrueted, bearing no relation to 
what lay beyond its limits. That sort 
of thing is to be f omid among ourselves 
in isolated spots, though far less perfect 
and far more expensive. Nauheim was 
merely a blossom on the general tree. 
It was when I began my walks in the 
eountry and found everywhere a eorre- 
sponding, ordered excellence, and eame 
to talk more and more with the peasants 
and to notiee the men, women and ehil- 
dren, that the seheme of Germany grew 
impressive to me. 

27 
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So had it not been in 1870, as I looked 
baek on my early impressions, reading 
them now in my maturer judgment's 
light. So had it not been even in 1882 
and 1883, when I had again seen the 
eoimtry. We various invalids of Nau- 
heim presently began to eompare notes. 
AIl of us were going about the eoimtry, 
among the gardens and the farms, or 
aeross the plain through the fruit trees 
to little Friedberg on its hill — an old 
eastle, a steep village, a elean Teutonie 
gem, dropped perfect out of the Middle 
Ages into the present, yet perfectly 
keeping up with the present. Many 
of the peasants m the plam, men and 
women, were of those who brought 
their Aowers and produee to sell in 
Nauheim — humble people, poor in what 
you eall worldly goods, but seemingly 
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very few of them poor in the great es- 
sential possession. 

We invalids eompared notes and 
fomid om:^elves all of one mind. Ten 
or twelve of us were, at the several 
hotels, acquaintanees at home ; every one 
had been struek with the eontentment 
in the German face. Gontentment I 
Among the old and young of both 
sexes this was the dominating note, 
the great essential possession. The 
question arose: What is the best sign 
that a govemment is doing well by its 
people — is agreeing with its people, 
so to si)eak? None of us were quite 
so sm'e as we used to be that our native 
formula, "Ot the people, by the people, 
for the people," is the universal ultimate 
truth. 

Twiee two is four, wherever you go; 
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this is as eertain in Berlin as it is at 
Washington or in the eannibal islands. 
But, until mankind grows uniform, ean 
govemment be treated as you treat 
mathematies? Until mankind grows 
unifonn, will any form of govemment 
be likely to fit the whole world like a 
glove? So long as mankind eontinues 
as various as men's digestions, better 
to look at govemment as if it were a sort 
of diet or treatment. How is the gov- 
emment agreemg with its people? This 
is the question to ask in eaeh eountry. 
And what is the siu'est sign? Gould 
any sign be siu'er than the general ex- 
pression, the eomposite faee of the 
people themselves? This goes deeper 
than skyserapers and other material 
aspeets. 
I had sailed away from skyserapers 
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and limited expresses; from farmers 
sowing erops wastefully; from houses 
buraed through earelessness ; from 
forests burned through earelessness ; 
from heaps of fruit rotting on the groimd 
in one plaee and hundreds of men hungry 
in another plaee. I had sailed away 
from the eity face and the eountry faee 
of Ameriea, and neither one was the 
face of eontent. They looked driven, 
unpeaceful, dissatisSed. The hasty 
Ameriean was not looking after his 
eountry himself, and nobody was there 
to make him look after it while he rushed 
about elimbing, elimbing — and to what ? 
A higher skyseraper. It was very rest- 
ful to eome to a plaee where the spirit of 
man was in stable equihbriimi; where 
man's lot was in stable equilibrium; 
where never a sehoolboy had been told 



32 THE PENTEGOST 0F GALAMITY 

he might beeome President and every 
sehoolboy knew he eould not be Emperor. 

The students on a walking holiday 
from their universities often wandered 
singing through Nauheim. Somewhat 
Tyrolese in get-up, sometimes with odd, 
Byronie eollars, too mueh open at the 
neek, they wore their knapsaeks and the 
eaps that showed their guild. They 
eame generally in the early moming 
while the invaUds were strolUng at the 
Sprudel. The soimd of their young 
voices singing in part-ehorus would be 
heard, growing near, passing elose, then 
dying away melodiously among the trees. 

A single little sharp diseord vibrated 
through all this German harmony one 
day when I leamed that in the Empire 
more ehildren eommitted suieide than 
in any other eountry. 
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But soon this diseord was lost amid 
the massive Teutonie polyphony of well- 
being. Of this well-being knowledge 
was enlarged by exeursions to various 
towns. To Worms, for instanee, that 
we might see the famous Luther Monu- 
ment. Part of the joimiey thither lay 
through a fine forest. This the eity 
of Frankfiui:-am-Main owns and has 
forested for seven himdred years; using 
the wood all the time, but so wisely 
that the supply has maintained itself 
against the demand. I thought of our 
own forests, looted and leveled, and of 
om^lves boasting our glorious future 
while we obliterated that futm'e's re- 
sourees. Frankfurt was there to teaeh 
us better, had we ehosen to leam. 



IV 



I 



IV 

N Frankfurt-am-Main was bom 
one of the three supreme poets 
sinee Greeee and Rome — Goethe 
— from whom I shall quote more than 
onee ; but Frankf urt has present glories 
that I saw. It is one of many beauti- 
fuUy govemed Geraian eities. I grew 
even fond of its Union Station, sinee 
through this gate I entered so often the 
pleasures and edifications of the town. 
The trains were a symbol of the whole 
Empire. About a mile north of Nauheim 
the raihoad passes under a bridge and 
curves out of sight. The four-fifteen 
was apt to be my express to Frankfurt. 
I would stand on the pIatforai, wateh in 
hand, looking northward for my train. 

37 
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At four-eleven the bridge was invariably 
an empty hole. Invariably at four- 
twelve the engine filled the hole; then 
the train glided in quietly, and smoothly 
glided on, almost pimetual to the seeond. 
So did the other trains. 

The eonduetors were offieials of dis- 
eiplined eourtesy and infonned minds. 
They appeared at the door of your 
eompartment, ereet, requesting your 
tieket m an established formula. If 
you asked them something they told 
you eorreetly and with a Teutonie 
adequacy that was grave, but not grufF. 
Onee only in a seore of journeys did I 
eneoimter bad manners. Now I should 
never ehoose these admirable eondue- 
tors for eompanions^ but as eonduetors 
they were superior to the engaging 
fellow citizen who took my tieket down 
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in Georgia and^ when I asked did his 
train usually make its seheduled eon- 
neetion at Yemassee Jimction, eried 
out with eontagious mirth: 
" My Lawd, suh, 'most nevah ! " 
In these Gennan trains another little 
diseord jarred with some regularity: 
the Grerman passengers they brought 
from Beriin, or were taking baek to 
Berlin, were of a heavy impenetrable 
rudeness — quite another breed than 
the kindly Hessians of Frankfurt. 

We know the saying of a floor — that 
it is so elean "you eould eat your dinner 
off it." All the streets of Frankfurt, 
that I saw, were elean like this. The 
system of street ears was lueid — and 
blessedly noiseless ! — and their eondue- 
tors informed with the same adequate 
gravity I have already noted. 
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I found that I developed a speeial 
afiFection for Route 19, beeause this took 
me from the station to the opera house. 
But all routes took one to and through 
aspeets of munieipal perfection at whieh 
one stared with envy as one thought of 
home. 

Oh, yes ! Frankfurt is a name to me 
eompaet with memories — memories of 
elean streets ; of streets f ull of by-passers 
who eould direet you when you asked 
your way; of streets empty of beggars, 
empty of all signs of desolate, dnmken 
or idle poverty; of streets bordered by 
substantial stone dwellings, with fra- 
grant gardens; of excellent shops; the 
streets full of prosperous movement and 
bustle ; an absenee of rags, a presenee of 
good stout elothes ; a people of eontented 
f aees, whether they talked or were silent 
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— the same firm and broad eontentment, 
like a tree deep-rooted, in the eity face 
that was in the eoimtry face. 

These burghers, these Frankfurters, 
seemed to be going about their business 
with a sort of solid yet plaeid energy, 
well and deliberately aimed, that would 
hit the mark at onee without wasting 
powder. It was very different and very 
superior to the ill-arranged and heetie 
haste of New York and Ghieago; here 
nobody seemed driven as though by 
invisible furies — the German business 
mind was not out of breath. 

Sueh are my memories of Frankfurt 
at work. Frankfurt at leisure was to be 
seen in its Pahn Garden. This was the 
town's plaee of general reereation ; large, 
various, beautifully and intelligently 
planned; with spaee for babies to roll 
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in saiety, and there were the babies roll- 
ing, and their nurses; with eonrts for 
tennis, and thither I saw adoleseent 
Frankfurt strolling in Aannels and short 
skirts after business honrs ; with benehes 
where sat the more elderly, taking the air 
and gazing at the games or the Aowers 
or the pleasant trees; with paths more 
sequestered that wound among bowers, 
convenient for sweethearts — but I did 
not see any, beeause I forbore to look. A 
eentral building held tropie plants and 
basins, and large rooms for bad weather, 
I suppose, with a restaurant; but on 
this fine day the musie played and we 
dined outside. 

An entranee fee, very small, served to 
make you respeet the Palm Garden, sinee 
himianity seldom respeets what it pays 
nothing for. Most imexpeeted show of 
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all in this Palm Garden were the Aowers 
under glass. I had erroneously supposed 
that any German seheme of eolor would 
be heavy, and possibly garish. Never 
had I beheld more exquisite subtlety on 
so extended a seale of arrangement. 
One walked through aisle after aisle of 
roses and other blooms in these green- 
houses — everywhere was the same deU- 
eate sense and f eeling ; the same, in f aet, 
in these Aower sehemes that one finds in 
German lyrie verse, and m the songs of 
Sehubert, Sehumann and Franz. 

It was in the opera house — Frankf urt 
has a fine and eommodious one — that 
my whole impression of Germany's glory 
euhninated. The performances drew 
their light from no Melbas or Garusos, 
or other meteors, but from a fixed eon- 
stellation, now and then enriehed by 
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some yisitor ; it was teamwork of driUed 
and even excellence, singers, ehorus, 
orehestra and seenery unitedly eqiial to 
the oeeasion, in operas old and new, an 
immense sweep of repertory, with an 
audienee to mateh — an aeeustomed au- 
dienee, to whom musie was traditional 
food, musie having always grown here- 
about plenteously, indigenously, so that 
they took it as naturally as they took 
their Rhine wine, paying for it as moder- 
ately, going to hear it in rather plain 
elothes, as a rule — men in day dress, 
women in high-neek; not an audienee 
that had to put on its diamonds in order 
to listen eonspieuously to a oostly and 
not eomprehended exotic. 

The difference between hearing opera 
where it grows and hearing it in New 
York is the difference between eating 
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strawberries wann from their vines in 
June and strawbemes in Janiiary that 
have eome a thousand miles by freight. 
Where opera grows, it is the blend of 
native muisie, singers and listeners that 
gives a ripe flavor of a warmth whieh 
Fifth Avenue ean never purehase. 

This, every periormanee in Frankfurt 
had ; but even this eould be raised to a 
higher key of inspiration. I walked in 
one night and f oimd myself amid a pious 
eeremonial. They were giving an old 
work, of bygone design, stiflF in outline, 
noble, remote from all present things. 
Why did they revive this somewhat pale 
and rigid elassie ? For eontrast, variety ? 
Not at all. Two hundred years ago this 
day, Gluek had been born. Gluek had 
written this opera. For this reason, 
then, Frankfurt was assembled to heal 
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Gluek's musie and remember him ; and, 
as I looked at these living Gennans honor- 
ing their elassies, I thought it was truly 
a splendid people that not only possessed 
but praetieally nourished themselves with 
these masterpieees of their great dead. 

But this was not all. This was Ger- 
many looking at its Past. In the Frank- 
tnrt opera house I also learaed one of the 
ways in whieh Geraiany attends to its 
Puture. It was on a Sunday afteraoon. 
As I erossed the open spaee toward the 
opera house it seemed as though I were 
the only grown person bound there. 
Ghildren by threes and fours, and in little 
groups, were streaming from every quar- 
ter, entering every door, tripping up the 
wide, handsome stairs, filling all the seats 
— boys and giris; it was like the Pied 
Piper of Hamelin. After a few minutes 
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I found that I was indeed almost alone 
amid a rippling sea of ehildren — nearly 
two thonsand, as I later learaed. In the 
boxes here and there was a parent or 
two with a family party, and dotted 
about the house a few seattered older 
heads among the young ones. 

The overture began. "Hushl'* went 
several little voices; the sprightly, ex- 
peetant Babel fell to silenee; they 
listened like a eongregation in ehureh. 

Then the eurtain rose. It was a gay 
old opera, timeful, full of boisterous, in- 
noeent eomedy and simple sentiment. 
Not Gluek this time ; Gluek would have 
been a trifle severe f or their young im- 
derstandings. The enthusiasm and the 
attention of these boys and girls, with 
their elappmg of hands and their laugh- 
ter, soon afifected the spirits of the singers 
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as a radiant day in spring ; it affected me. 
I envied the happy parents who had their 
ehildren roiind them; it was like some 
sort of wonderful April light. Beneath 
it the quaint, sweet old opera shone like 
a fruit tree in blossom. The aetors 
beeame as ehildren again themselves ; so 
did the fiddlers; so did the eonduetor. 
I doubt if that little old opera, Cz(mr und 
Eimmermann, had ever felt yoimger in 
its life; and I thought if the spirit of 
Goethe were watehing Frankfurt, his 
eity, to-day, it would add a new happi- 
ness to a moment of his Eternity. 

Between the aets I was full of ques- 
tions. What oeeasion was this? I read 
the program, wherein was set f orth a most 
interesting aeeoimt of the eomposer — 
his eharaeter, lif e and adventures, with a 
historie aeeoimt also of Peter the Great, 
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the hero of the opera ; but nothing about 
the oeeasion. So in the lobby I ad- 
dressed myself to a group of the men 
I had seen dotted among the rows of 
ehildren. The men were sehoohnasters. 
The oeeasion was an experiment. The 
ehildren were of the pubUe sehools of 
Frankf urt — not the oldest seholars^ but 
the middle grades of the sehools. For 

the oldest, Frankfurt had already pro- 
vided opera days, but this was the first 
ever given for these younger boys and 
girls. The eost was twelve-and-a-half 
eents a seat. If it proved a sueeess, a 
seeond would follow in two weeks. At 
the theater, throughout eaeh winter 
sehool term, plays were given expressly 
for them in this way — the great German 
elassies; but never any opera before 
to-day. 

D 
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Well, the perf ormanee went on ; but I 
was obliged, near the end of it, to hasten 
away to my train for Nauheim, most re- 
luetantly leaving the sight and eompany 
of those two thousand ioyous ehildren of 
the Frankfurt publie sehools. "Rosy 
eheeks predominated ; eyeglasses were 
rare." — Again I quote from my own 
diary: — "The ehildren seemed between 
ten and fifteen. The boys had good fore- 
heads and big baeks to their heads." 



N 



OTHING ean efface this mem- 
ory, nothing ean effaee the 
whole unpression of Gennany ; 
in retrospeet this pieture rises elear — 
the fair aspeet and order of the eountry 
and the eities, the well-being of the 
people, their eontented faces, their 
grave adequacy, their kindliness; and, 
erowning all material prosperity, the feel- 
ing for beauty as shown by their gardens, 
and, better and more important still, the 
reverent value for their great native 
poets and musieians, so attentive, so 
eherishing, seeing to it that the young 
generation began early its acquaintance 
with the masterpieees that are Germany's 
heritage of inspiration. 

53 
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Sueh was the splendor of this empire as 
it iinrolled before me through May and 
June, 1914, that by eontrast the state 
of its two great neighbors, France and 
England, seemed distressing and unen- 
viable. Paris was shabby and ineoherent, 
London full of unrest. Instead of Ger- 
many's order, confusion prevailed in 
Pranee ; instead of Germany's plaeidity, 
disturbanee prevailed in England; and 
in both Eranee and England ineompetenee 
seemed the chief note. The Ereneh face, 
alike in eity or eoimtry, was too often a 
face of worried sadness or revolt; men 
spoke of poUtieal seandals and dissensions 
petty and impatriotie in spirit, and a 
politieal trial, revealing depths of every 
sort of baseness and dishonor, filled the 
newspapers; while in England, besides 
diseord of suffrage and diseord of labor. 
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civil war seemed so imminent that no 
one would have been snrprised to hear of 
it any day. 

So that I thonght: Suppose a soul, 
amved on earth from another world, 
wholly ignorant of earth, without any 
mortal ties whatever, were given its ehoiee 
after a siu^ey of the nations, whieh it 
should be bom in and belong to? In 
May, June and July, 1914, my ehoiee 
would have been, not Franee, not Eng- 
land, not Ameriea, but Germany. 

It was on the seventh day of June, 
1914, that Frankfurt assembled her sehool 
ehildren in the opera house, to further 
their taste and understanding of Ger- 
many's supreme national art. Exactly 
eleven months later, on May 7, 1915, a 
German torpedo sank the Lusitania ; and 
the eities of the Rhine eelebrated this also 
for their sehool ehildren. 



VI 
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HE world is in agony. We wit- 
ness the most terrible eatas- 
trophe known to mankind — 
most terrible, not from its hnge size, 
but beeause it is a moral eatastrophe. 
Through eenturies of suflFering and 
eruelty, guided by religion, we thought 
we had attained to knowledge of and 
belief in a publie right between nations, 
and an honorable wariare, if warfare 
must be. This has been shattered to 
pieees. No need to investigate further 
the atroeities at Li^e or Louvain. 
These and more have indeed been amply 
proved, but what need of proof after the 
Lusitania sehool fe6tival? In that holi- 
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day we see the feast of KuUur, the Teu- 
tonie climax. How eame it to pass? Is 
it the same Gennany who gave those two 
holidays to her sehool ehildren? The 
opera in Frankfmi:, and this orgy of 
barbarie blood-lust, guttm'al with the 
deep basses of the fathers and shrill with 
the trebles of their yoimg ? Their young, 
to whom they teaeh one day the gentle 
melodies of Lortzing, and to exult in 
worid-assassination on another? 

Goethe said — and the words glow 
with new prophetie Ught : " Germans are 
of yesterday ; . . . a few eenturies must 
still elapse before . . . it will be said 
of them, 'lt is long sinee they were 
barbarians.'*' And again: "National 
hatred is a peeuliar thing. You will 
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tur" But how eame it to pass? Do 
the two holidays proeeed from the same 
KuttuTy the same Patherland ? 

They do; and nothing in the whole 
story of mankind is more strange than 
the ease of Germany — how Germany 
through generations has been carefully 
trained for this wild spring at the throat 
of Europe that she has made. The Ser- 
yian assassination has nothing to do 
with it, save that it aeeidentally struek 
the hour. Months and years before 
that, Germany was erouehing for her 
spring. In one respeet the war she has 
ineubated is the old assault of Xerxes, 
of Alexander, of Napoleon, of every one 
who has been visited by the dangerous 
dream of world conquest. Only, never 
before has the dream been taught to a 
people on sueh a seale, not merely be- 
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eause of the vast modera apparatus, but 
mueh more beeause no subjects of any 
despot liave ever been so politieally doeile 
and eredulous as the Geraians. 

In another respeet this war resembles 
strikingly our own and the French Revo- 
lution. All three were prepared and 
fomented by books, by teaehings from 
books. The Ameriean brain seized hold 
of eertain doetrines and generalizations 
of Loeke, Montesquieu, Burlamaqui and 
Beeearia eoneeraing the rights of man 
and the eonsent of the goveraed. The 
French brain nourished and inspired 
itself with some theorems of the eney- 
elopedists and of Rousseau about man^s 
natural innoeenee and the soeial eon- 
traet. The Teutonie brain assimilated 
some diplomatie and philosophie pre- 
eepts laid down by Maehia^elli, 
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Nietzsche and Treitsehke. Indeed, 
Piehte, duiing the Winter of 1807-08, 
at the University of Berlin, made an 
address to the German people whieh 
may be aeeomited the first famous aea- 
demie harbinger and souree of the present 
Teutonie state of mind. Here the 
parallel stops. With Ameriea and 
France, war made way for independenee, 
liberty and freedom, politieal and moral ; 
Germany would establish everywhere her 
absolute military despotism. We shall 
reaeh in due eourse the full statement of 
her ereed ; we are not ready for it yet. 



VII 
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JTEN of late I have thought 
of those twenty-one loeomo- 
tives moving along the bank 
of the Rhine. They were a symbol. 
They stood for the House of Hohen- 
zollern; they earried Gaesar and all 
his fortmies, whieh had begim long 
before loeomotives were invented. July 
19, 1870, is one of the dates that does not 
remain of the same size, but grows, has 
not done growing yet, will be one of His- 
tory's enormous dates before it is done 
growing. The heavier deseendants of 
those locomotives have been lugging to 
Pranee a larger destruetion, and more 
hideous, than their aneestors dragged 
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there; but this new freight belongs to 
the same haul, forms part of one vast 
organie materiaUstie growth, and spiritual 
eelipse, of whieh 1870 and 1914 are im- 
portant parts, but by no means the 
whole. 

Woven with it is the struggle of 
nations for the possession of their own 
soul. Gonsider 1870 in this light: 
Through that war France took her soul 
out of the eustody of an Emperor and 
handed it to the people; through the 
same war Germany plaeed her soul in 
the hands of an Emperor. Defeated 
Pranee, rid of her Bonapartes; victori- 
ous Germany, shaekled to her Hohen- 
2ollern I In the light of forty-five years 
how those two opposite aetions gleam 
with sigmficance, and how in the same 
light the two words defeai and metory 
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grow lambent with shifting import I 
Unless our demoeratie faith be vain, 
France walked forward then, and Ger- 
many baekward. But this did not seem 
so last Jime. 



VIII 




vm 

AD it not eulminated before 
our eyes, the ease of Ger- 
many would be perfectly 
ineredible. As it stands to-day, the 
tnily ineredible thing is that she should' 
have made her spring at the throat of 
an imexpecting, imprepared world. 
Now that she has sprung, the diagnosis 
of her ease has been often and ably made 
— before the event, Dr. Gharles Sarolea, 
a Belgian gentleman, made it notably; 
but prophets are seldom recognized 
except by posterity. The ease of Ger- 
many is a hospital ease, a ease for the 
alienist ; the mania of grandeur, eomple- 
mented by the mania of perseeution. 
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Very well do I remember the first 
dawning hint I had of this diseased men- 
tal state. It was Wednesday, Angnst 5, 
1914. We were in mid-oeean. Before 
the bulletin board we passengers were 
elustered to read that day's mareonigram 
and leam what more of Em'ope had 
fallen to pieees sinee yesterday. This 
mommg was posted the Kaiser's proe- 
lamation, quoting Hamlet^ ealling on his 
subjects "to be or not to be," and to 
defy a world eonspired against them. 
In these words there was sueh a wild, 
ineoherent ring of exaltation that I said 
to a friend : "Can he be oflF his head?" 

Later in that vpyage we sped silent 
and unlantemed through the fog from 
two German eruisers, of whieh nobody 
seemed personally afraid but one 
stewardess. She said: "They're all 
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wild beasts. They would send us all to 
the bottom." No one believed her. 
Sinee then we believe her. Sinee then 
we have heard the wild meoherent ring in 
many German voices besides the Kaiser's, 
and we know to-day that Germany's 
mania is analogous to those mental epi- 
demies of the Middle Ages, when fanati- 
eism, usually religious, sent entire eom- 
munities into various forms of madness. 
The ease of Germany is the Prussian- 
izing of Germany. Long after all of 
us are gone, men will still be studying 
this war; and, whatever responsibility 
for it be apportioned among the nations, 
the huge weight and bulk of guilt will 
be laid on Prussia and the Hohenzollem 
— unless, indeed, it bef all that Germany 
conquer the world and the Kaiser die- 
tate his version of History to us all. 
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suppressing all other versions, as he 
has eondueted the training of his sub- 
ieets sinee 1888. But this will not be; 
whatever eomes first, tliis eannot be 
the end. If I believed that the earth 
would be Prussianized, life would eease 
to be desirable. 

To me the whole ease of Germany, 
the whole proeess, seems a fatalistic 
thing, destined, inevitable ; eosmie f orees 
above and beyond men's eomprehension 
Aoodmg this northern land with their 
high tide, as onee they Aooded southem 
eoasts; giving to this Teuton raee its 
turn, its day, its hour of white heat 
and of bloom, its temperamental great- 
npss, its strength and exeess of vital 
sap, intelleetual, procreative — all this 
grandeur to be hurled into tragedy by 
its own aetion. 
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The proeess goes baek a long way 
behind Napoleon — who stayed it for 
a while — to years when we see the 
Grermany of the Reformation, Poetry, 
Musie, the grand Germany, blossoming 
in the very same moment that the 
Prussian poison was also germinatmg. 
About 1830, Heine perceived and wrote 
scomfully eoneerning the new and evil 
inAuenee. This was a germination of 
state and family ambition eombined, fer- 
menting at last into lust for world do- 
minion. It grows quite visible first in 
Frederick the Great. By him the Prus- 
sian state of mind and international ethies 
began to be formulated. By force and 
f raud he annexed weak peoples' territory. 
He eut Poland's body in three, blas- 
phemously inviting Russia and Austria 
to partake with him of his Eueharist. 
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Theft has followed theft sinee Freder- 
iek's. His eynieal, strong spirit guided 
Prussia after Waterloo, guided first the 
predee^ssor of Bismarek and next Bis- 
marek himself, with his stealing of 
Sehleswig-Holstein, his dishonest muti- 
lation of the telegram at Ems and the 
subsequent rape of Alsaee and Lorraine 
in 1870. Very plain it is to see now, 
and very sad, why the small separate 
German states that had indeed produeed 
their giants — their Luthers, Goethes, 
Beethovens — but had always suflfered 
military defeat, had been the shambles 
of their eonquerors for eenturies, should 
after 1870 hail their new-oreated 
Emperor. Had he not led them united 
to the first glory and conquest they 
had ever known? Had he not got 
them baek Alsaee and Lorraine, whieh 
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France had stolen from them two him- 
dred years ago? So they handed their 
soul to the Hohenzollem. This marks 
the beginning of the end. 



IX 
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IX 

E ean hardly emphasize too 
mueh, or sufficieiitly under- 
line, the moral efiFect of 



1870 on the German nature, the in- 
Auenee it had on the Gennan mind. 
It is essential to a elear understanding 
of the full Prussianizing proeess that 
now set in. On the German's innate 
doeility and eredidity many have dwelt, 
but few on what 1870 did to this. Only 
with Bismarek's quiek, tremendous vic- 
tory over France as the final explanation 
is the abieet and servile faith that the 
Germans thenceforth put in Prussia 
rendered conceivable to reason. They 
blindly swallowed the sham that Bis- 
marek gave them as universal suffrage. 
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They swallowed extreme politieal and 
military restraint. They swallowed a 
rigid eompulsion in sehools, whieh led 
to the excess in ehild suieide I have 
mentioned. They swallowed a state of 
life where outside the indieated limits 
ahnost nothing was permitted and 
ahnost everything was forbidden. 

But all this proseription is merely 
material and has been attended by 
great material welfare. Intelleetual 
speeulation was apparently unfettered; 
but he who dared philosophize about 
Liberty and the Divine right of Kings 
found it was not. Prussia put its uni- 
form not only on German bodies but 
on their brains. Literature and musie 
grew eorrespondingly sterilized. Drama, 
fiction, poetry and the eomie papers 
beeame invaded by a new violence and 
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a new, heavy obseenity. Impatienee 
with the noble German elassies was 
bred by Prussia. What wonder, sinee 
f reedom was their essenee ? 

Beethoven, after Napoleon made him- 
self Emperor, tore off the dedieation of 
his "Eroiea'* symphony to Napoleon. 
And Goethe had said : " Napoleon aff ords 
us an example of the danger of elevating 
oneself to the Absolute and sacrifieing 
everything to the earrying out of an 
idea." Goethe fell frankly out of date in 
Berlin. Symphony orehestras eould no 
longer properly interpret Mozart and 
Beethoven. A strange blend of frivolity 
and bestiality began to pervade the 
whole realm of German art. Scientific 
eminenee degenerated pari passu. No 
originator of the dimensions of Helm- 
holtz was produeed, but a herd of dili- 
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gent and thorough workers-out of the ideas 
got from England — like the aniline dyes 
— or from France — like the Wassennann 
tests — and seldom eredited to their 
sourees. So poor grew the aeademie 
tone at Berlin that a Munieh professor 
deelined an offer of promotion thither. 

For forty years Grerman sehool ehil- 
dren and imiversity students sat in the 
thiekening fumes that exhaled from 
Berlin, spread everywhere by professors 
ehosen at the fountainhead. Any pro- 
fessor or editor who dared speak any- 
thing not dietated by Prussia, for 
Gennan eredulity to write down on its 
slate, was dealt with as a heretie. 

Out of the fumes emerged three 
eolossal shapes — the Super-man, the 
Super-raee and the Super-state: the 
new Trinity of German worship. 
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of an Ameriean parent reeently living in 
Beriin, who plaeed his ehildren in a 
sehool there: "The text books were 
unique. I suppose there was not in 
any book of physies or ehemistry that 
they studied an admission that a eiti- 
zen of some other eountry had taken 
any forward step; every step was by 
some line of argument assigned to a 
German. As you might expect, the 
history of the modem worid is the work 
of German Heroes. The oddest ex- 
ample, however, was the geography 
used by Katherine. (His daughter, aged 
thirteen.) This eontained maps indi- 
eating the Deutsehe Gebiete (the Ger- 
man "spheres of inAuenee" in foreign 
lands) in striking eolors. In North 
and South Ameriea, ineluding the United 
States and Ganada, there are said to be 
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eorted away from England and was 
urged by his eseort not to be so down- 
east; the war being no faiilt of his. 
He answered in sineere sadness: 

" Oh, you don't realize ! My f utnre 
is broken. I was sent to wateh England 
and tell my Emperor the right moment 
for him to strike, when England's in- 
temal disturbanees woidd make it im- 
possible for her to fight us. I told him 
the moment had eome." 

Or again, when a German in Brussels 
said to an Ameriean : 

" We were sineerely sony for Belgium ; 
but we feel it is better for that eountry 
to suffer, even to disappear, than for 
our Empire, so mueh larger and more 
important, to be torpedoed by our 
treaeherous enemies." 

Or again, when Doetor Demburg 
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shows us why Germany had to murder 
eleven himdred passengers: 

"It has been the eustom heretofore 
to take off passengers and erew. . . . 
But a submarine . . . eannot do it. 
The submarine is a frail craft and may 
easily be ranmied, and a speedy ship is 
eapable of running away from it." 

No more than the dwarf has Germany 
any eoneeption what sueh eandid words 
reveal of herself to ears outside her 
Teutonie wall — that she has walked 
baek to the moraUty of the Stone Age 
and made aneient warfare more hideous 
through the devices of modem seienee. 

Thus her Nemesis is to misunderstand 
the world. She blundered as to what 
Belgium would do, what Pranee would 
do, what Russia woidd do; and she 
most desperately blundered as to what 
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England would do. And she expected 
Ameriean sympathy. 

Summarized thus, the Prussianizing 
of Germany seems fantastic; fantastic, 
too, and not of the real worid, the utter 
eredulity, the abject, fervent faith of 
the hypnotized yoimg men. Yet here 
are a young German's reeent words. 
I have seen his letter, written to a friend 
of mine. He was tutor to my friend's 
ehildren. Delightful, of admirable edu- 
eation, there was no sign in him of 
hypnotism. He went home to fight. 
There he inhaled afresh the Prussian 
fumes. Presently his letter eame, just 
sueh a letter as one woidd wish from an 
ardent, sineere, patriotie youth — for 
the first pages. Then the fumes show 
their work and he suddenly breaks out 
in the following intelleetual yertigo: 
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" Indiyidiial lif e has beeome worthless ; 
t^wn ihpt iinedueated men feel that 
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him, into a gibbering maniae, and flimg 
into a ealdron of blood ! Coiild tragedy 
be deeper? Goethe's yoimg Wilhelm 
Meister thus images the niin of Ham- 
let's mind and how it eame about: 
"An oak tree is planted in a eostly vase, 
whieh should only have bome beautiful 
Aowers in its bosom; the roots expand 
and the vase is shattered." Thus has 
Prussia, planted in Grermany, eraeked 
the Empire. 
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ND now we are ready for the 
Prussian Greed. The foIlow- 
ing is an embodiment, a eom- 
posite statement, of Prussianism, eom- 
piled sentenee by sentenee from the 
utteranees of Prussians, the Kaiser and 
his generals, prof essors, editors, and 
Nietzsche, part of it said in eold 
blood, years before this war, and all of 
it a deelaration of faith now being 
ratified by aetion: 

"We Hohenzollems take our erown 
from God alone. On me the Spirit of 
God has deseended. I regard my whole 
. . . task as appointed by heaven. Who 
opposes me I shall erush to pieees. 
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Nothing must be settled in this world 
without the intervention . . . of . . . 
the Gennan Emperor. He who Ustens 
to pubUe opmion runs a danger of m- 
Aieting immense harm on . . . the State. 
When one oeeupies eertain positions in 
the world one ought to make dupes 
rather than friends. Christian morality 
eannot be politieal. Treaties are only 
a disguise to eoneeal other politieal 
aims. Remember that the Gennan 
people are the ehosen of God. 

"Might is right and . . . is deeided 
by war. Every youth who enters a 
beer-drinking and dueling elub wiU re- 
ceive the true direetion of his Ufe. War 
in itself is a good thing. God wiU see 
to it that war always reeurs. The 
efforts direeted toward the aboUtion 
of war must not only be tenned f oolish, 
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but absolutely immoral. The peaee of 
Europe is only a seeondary matter for 
us. The sight of suffering does one 
good; the infliction of suffering does 
one more good. This war must be eon- 
dueted as ruthlessly as possible. 

"The Belgians should not be shot 
dead. They should be . . . so left as 
to make impossible all hope of recovery. 
The troops are to treat the Belgian 
civil population with unrelenting severity 
and frightfulness. Weak nations have 
not the same right to live as powerful 
. . . nations. The worid has no longer 
need of little natio^alities. We Germans 
have little esteem and less respeet . . . 
for Holland. We need to enlarge our 
eolonial possessions; sueh territorial ac- 
quisitions we ean only realize at the 
eost of other states. 
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" Riissia mnst no longer be our frontier. 
The Polish press should be annihilated 
. . . likewise the French and Dan- 
ish. . . . The Poles should be allowed 
. . . three privileges: to pay taxes, 
senre in the army, and shut their iaws. 
Pranee must be so eompletely enished 
that she will never again eross our path. 
You must remember that we have not 
eome to make war on the French people, 
but to bring them the higher Civiliza- 
tion. The French have shown them- 
selves deeadent and without respeet 
for the Divine law. Against England 
we fight for booty. Our real enemy is 
England. We have to . . . erush ab- 
solutely perfidious Albion . . . subdue 
her to sueh an extent that her inAuenee 
all over the world is broken f orever. 

''Grerman should replaee English as 
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the world language. English, the ba&- 
tard tongue . . . must be swept into 
the remotest eomers . . . mitil it has 
retumed to its original elements of an 
insignificant pirate dialeet. The Ger- 
man language aets as a blessing whieh, 
eoming direet from the hand of God, 
sinks into the heart Uke a predous 
bahn. To us, more than any other 
nation, is intrusted the tme stmeture 
of human existence. Our own eountry, 
by employing miUtary power, has at- 
tained a degree of Gulture whieh it 
eould never have reaehed by peaceful 
means. 

"The civilization of mankind suffers 
every time a Geraian beeomes an Amer- 
iean. Let us drop our miserable at- 
tempts to excuse Geraiany's aetion. 
We willed it. Our might shall ereate 
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a new law in Europe. It is Grermany 
that strikes. We are morally and in- 
telleetually superior beyond all eom- 
parison. . . . We must . . . fight with 
Russian beasts, English mereenaries and 
Belgian fanatics. We have nothing to 
apologize for. It is no consequence 
whatever if all the monuments ever 
ereated, all the pietures ever painted, 
all the buildings ever ereeted by the 
great arehiteets of the worid, be de- 
stroyed. . . . The ugliest stone plaeed 
to mark the burial of a German grenadier 
is a more glorious monument than all 
the eathedrals of Europe put together. 
No respeet for the tombs of Shake- 
speare, Newton and Paraday. 

"They eall us barbarians. What of 
it? The German elaim must be: . . . 
Edueation to hate. . . . Organization 
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of hatred. . . . Edueation to the de- 
sire for hatred. Let us abolish unripe 
and false shame. ... To us is given 
faith, hope and hatred; but hatred is 
the greatest among them." 



XII 




XII 

AN the splendid land of 
Goethe unlearn its Prussian 
lesson and regain its own 
noble sanity, or has it too long inhaled 
the fiimes? There is no saying yet. 
Still they sit inside their wall. Like a 
trained ehorus they still repeat that 
England made the war, that Louvain 
was not destroyed, that Rheims was 
not bombarded, that their Patherland 
is- the unoffending vietim of world- 
jealousy. When travelers ask what 
proofs they have, the trained ehorus 
has but one reply: "Our govemment 
oASeials tell us so." Berlin, Gologne, 
Munieh — all their eities — give this 
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answer to the traveler. Nothing that 
we know do they know. It is kept from 
them. Their brains still wear the Prus- 
sian miif orm and go meehanieally through 
the Prussian drill. Will adversity lift 
this eurse? 

Something happened at Louvain — 
a little thing, but let it give us hope. 
In the house of a professor at the Uni- 
versity some German soldiers were quar- 
tered, friendly, eonsiderate, doing no 
harm. Suddenly one day, in obedienee 
to new orders, they fell on this home, 
bumed books, wreeked rooms, destroyed 
the house and all its possessions. Its 
master is dead. His wife, looking on 
with her helpless ehildren, saw a soldier 
give an apple to a ehild. 

"Thank you," she said; "you, at 
least, have a heart." 
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"No, madam," said the Gennan; "it 
is broken." 

Goethe said: "He who wishes to 
exert a useful influence must be careful 
to insult nothing. . . . We are beeome 
too humane to en^oy the triumphs of 
Gsesar." Ninety years after he said 
this Grermany took the Belgian women 
from their ruined villages — some of 
these women being so infirm that for 
months they had not been out-of-doors 
— and loaded them on trains like eattle, 
and during several weeks exposed them 
publiely to the jeers and scoffs and in- 
sults of German erowds through eity 
after eity. 

Perhaps the German soldier whose 
heart was broken by Louvain will be 
one of a legion, and thus, perhaps, 
through thousands of broken German 
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hearts, Germany may beeome herself 
again. She has hurled ealamity on a 
eontinent. She has struek to pieees a 
Europe whose very unpreparedness an- 
swers her ridiculous,falsehood that she 
was attaeked first. Never shall Europe 
be again as it was. Our brains, eould 
they take in the whole of this war, 
would burst. 

But Galamity has its Penteeost. 
When its mighty wind rushed over 
Belgium and Eranee, and its tongues of 
fire sat on eaeh of them, they, too, like 
the apostles in the New Testament, 
began to speak as the Spirit gave them 
utteranee. Their words and deeds have 
filled the world with a splendor the world 
had lost. The flesh, that has dominated 
our day and generation, fell away in 
the presenee of the Spirit. I have 
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heard Belgians bless the martyrdom 
and awakenmg of their nation. They 
have said: 

"Do not talk of our siifiFering; talk 
of our glory. We have fomid onr- 
selves." 

Prenehmen have said to me: "For 
forty-four years we have been unhappy, 
in darkness, without health, without 
faith, beUeving the true France dead. 
Resurreetion has eome to us." I heard 
the Freneh Ambassador, Jules Jusse- 
rand, say in a noble speeeh: "George 
Eliot profoundly observes that to every 
man eomes a erisis when in a moment, 
without ehanee for reAeetion, he must 
deeide and aet instantly. What de- 
termines his deeision? His whole past, 
the daily ehoiees between good and evil 
that he has made throughout his previous 
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yeaxs — these determine his deeision. 
Sueh a erisis f ell in a moment on France ; 
she aeted instantly, true to her historie 
honor and eourage." 

Every day deeds of faith, love and 
renuneiation are done by the seore and 
the hundred whieh wUl never be re- 
eorded, and every one of whieh is noble 
enough to make an inmiortal song. All 
over the broken map of Europe, through 
strieken thousands of square miles, sueh 
deeds are being done by Servians, Rus- 
sians, Poles, Belgians, Ereneh and Eng- 
lish, — yes, and Grermans too, — the souls 
of men and women rising above their 
bodies, Ainging them away for the sake 
of a eause. Think of one ineident only, 
only one of the white-hot gleams of the 
Spirit that have reaehed us from the 
ragmg fumace. Out from the buming 
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eathedral of Rheims they were dragging 
the wounded German prisoners lying 
helpless inside on straw that had begim 
to bmn. In front of the ehureh the 
French mob was about to shoot or tear 
to pieees those erippled, defenseless 
enemies. You and I might well want 
to kill an enemy who had set fire to 
Mount Veraon, the house of the Father 
of our Gountry. 

For more than seven himdred years 
that great ehureh of Rheims had been 
the saered shrine of France. One minute 
more and those Geraians lying or erawl- 
ing outside the ehureh door woidd have 
been destroyed by the furious people. 
But above the erash of rafters and glass, 
the fall of statues, the thunder of bom- 
barding eannon, and the eries of French 
execration, rose one man*s voice. There 
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on the steps of the ruined ehureh stood 
a priest. He lifted his arms and said : 

"Stop; remember the aneient ways 
and chivahy of Pranee. It is not Prenoh- 
men who trample on a maimed and f allen 
foe. Let us not deseend to the level of 



our enemies." 



It was enough. The French remem- 
bered Pranee. Those Germans were 
conveyed in safety to their appointed 
shelter — and f ar away, aeross the lands 
and oeeans, hearts throbbed and eyes 
grew wet that had never looked on 
Rheims. 

These are the tongues of fire ; this is 
the Penteeost of Galamity. Often it 
must have made brothers again of 
those who found themselves prone on 
the battlefield, neighbors awaiting the 
grave. In Planders a Preneh offieer 
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of cavalry, shot through the ehest, lay 
dying, but with life enough still to write 
his story to the lady of his heart. He 
wrote thus: 

*'There are two other men lying near 
me, and I do not think there is mueh 
hope for them either. One is an offieer 
of a Seottish regiment and the other a 
private in the uhlans. They were struek 
down after me, and when I eame to my- 
self I found them bending over me, 
rendering first aid. The Britisher was 
pouring water down my throat from 
his flask, while the German was en- 
deavoring to staneh my wound with 
an antiseptie preparation served out to 
their troops by the medieal eorps. The 
Highlander had one of his legs shattered, 
and the German had several pieees of 
shrapnel buried in his side. 



120 THE PENTECX>ST 0F GALAMITY 

" In spite of their own suflferings, they 
were trying to help me; and when I 
was fully eonseious again the German 
gave us a morphia injection and took 
one himself. His medieal eorps had 
also provided him with the injection 
and the needle, together with printed 
instruetions for their use. After the 
injection, feeling wonderfully at ease, 
we spoke of the lives we had lived before 
the war. We all spoke English, and we 
talked of the women we had left at home. 
Both the German and the Britisher had 
been married only a year. . . . 

" I wondered — and I suppose the 
others did — why we had fought eaeh 
other at all. I looked at the High- 
lander, who was falling to sleep, ex- 
hausted, and, in spite of his drawn 
face and mud-stained uniform, he looked 



THE PENTEGOST 0F GALAMITY 121 

the embodiment of freedom. Then I 
thought of the Trieolor of France and 
all that France had done for liberty. 
Then I watehed the German, who had 
eeased to speak. He had taken a prayer 
book from his knapsaek, and was try- 
ing to read a service f or soldiers wounded 
in battle. And . . . while I watehed 
him I realized what we were Bghting 
for. ... He was dying in vain, while the 
Britisher and myself , by our deaths, would 
probably eontribute something toward 
the eause of civilization and peaee.'* 

Thus wTote this young French oASeer 
of cavalry to the lady of his heart, the 
Ameriean lady to whom he was engaged. 
The Red Gross found the letter at his 
side. Through it she learned the man- 
ner of his death. This, too, is the 
Penteeost of Galamity. 



126 THE PENTEGOST 0F GALAMITY 

protest to reaeh us aeross our violated 
and devastated territories. ..." 

And one eelebrated lady writes to a 
delegate at The Hague : 

" Madam, are you really English ? . . . 
I eonfess I understand better English- 
women who wish to fight. . . . To ask 
Erenehwomen in sueh an hour to eome 
and talk of arbitration and mediation 
and diseourse of an armistiee is to ask 



XIII 




XIII 

ND what do the women say 
— the women who lose sueh 
men? Thus do they deeline 



to attend at The Hague the Peaee Con- 
gress of foolish women who have lost 
nobody : 

"How would it be possible, in an hour 
like this, for us to meet women of the 
enemy 's eountries ? . . . Have they dis- 
avowed the . . . erimes of their govern- 
ment? Have they protested against 
the violation of Belgium's neutrality? 
Against oAPenses to the law of nations? 
Against the erimes of their army and 
navy ? If their voices had been raised 
it was too feebly for the eeho of their 
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protest to reaeh us aeross our violated 
and devastated tenitories. . . .'' 

And one eelebrated lady writes to a 
delegate at The Hague : 

"Madam, are youreally English? . . . 
I eonless I understand better English- 
women who wish to fight. . . . To ask 
Erenehwomen in sueh an hour to eome 
and talk of arbitration and mediation 
and diseourse of an armistiee is to ask 
them to deny their nation. ... All 
that Prenehwomen eoidd desire is to 
awake and aeelaim in their ehildren, 
their husbands and brothers, and in 
their very fathers, the conviction that 
defensive war is a thing so holy that all 
must be abandoned, forgotten, sacrificed, 
and death must be faced heroieally to 
defend and save that whieh is most 
saered . . . our eountry. . . . It would 
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be to deny my dead to look for any- 
thing beside that whieh is and ought 
to be I — if the God of right and jus- 
tiee, the enemy of the devil and of 
force and crazy pride, is the true God." 
Thus awakened and transBgured by 
Galamity do men and women rise in 
their full spiritual nature, eflFace them- 
selves, and utter saered words. Ca- 
lamity, when the Lusitania went down, 
wnmg from the lips of an awakened 
Gennan, Kuno Praneke, this noble burst 
of patriotism: 

Ends Europe sof Then, in Thy merq/, 

God, 
Out of the foundering planM's gruesome 

night 
Pluek Thou my people's sovl. From rage 

and craze 
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Of the staled Earth, lift Thou it aloft, 
Re-yoiUhed, and through transfiguration 

eleansed; 
So beaming shall it light the newer time, 
And heaverdy, on a world re^reshed, un- 

fold. 
Soul of my raee, thou sinkest not to dust. 

If Gennany's tragedy be, as I think, 
the deepest of all, the hope is that she, 
too, will be touehed by the Penteeost 
of Galamity, and pluek her soul from 
Prussia, to whom she gave it in 1870. 
Thus shall the eurse be lifted. 



XIV 




XIV 

ND what of ourseIves in this 
well-nigh world-wide eloud- 
burst? 

Every man has walked at night 
through gloom where objeets were dim 
and hard to see, when suddenly a flash 
of lightning has struek the landseape 
livid. Trees elose by, fences far off, 
houses, fields, animals and the faces of 
people — all things stand transfixed by 
a piereing distinetness. So now, in this 
thunderstorm of war, eaeh nation and 
every man and woman is searehingly 
revealed by the perpetual lightnings. 
Whatever this Ameriean nation is, what- 
ever aspeet, noble or ignoble, our De- 
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moeraey shows in the glare of this 
eataelysm, is even already engraved on 
the page of History, will be the portrait 

of the United States in 1914-15 for all 

♦ 

time. 

I want no better photograph of any 
individual than his opinion of this war. 
If he has none, that is a photograph of 
him. Last autmnn there were Amerieans 
who wished the papers would stop print- 
ing war news and give their readers a 
ehange. So we have their photographs, 
as well as those of other Amerieans who 
merely ealeulated the extra dollars they 
eould squeeze out of Europe's need and 
agony. But that — thank God I — is 
not what we look like as a whole. 
Our sympathy has poured out for Bel- 
giiun a springtide of help and relief ; it 
has Aowed to the woimded and afflicted 
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of Poland, Senda, France and England. 
A eontinuous publishing of books, maga- 
zine artieles and editorials, full of jus- 
tiee and of anger at Prussia's long- 
prepared and malignant assault, should 
prove to Europe that Ameriean hearts 
and heads by the thousand and hundred 
thousand are in the right plaee. Merely 
the stand taken by the New York Sun, 
New York TimeSy Ouilook and PhiladeU 
phia Publie Ledger — to name no more 
— saves us f rom the reproaeh of moral 
neutrality : saves us as individuals. 

Yet, somehow, in Europe's eyes we 
fall short. The Allies, in spite of their 
reeognition of our material generosity, 
find us spiritually wanting. In the 
London Puneh, on the sinking of the 
Lusitania, Britannia stands perplexed 
luid indignant behind the bowed figure 
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of Ameriea, and, with a hand on her 
shoulder, addresses her thns : 

In sUenee you hate looked on felon blows, 
On biiieher's vx>rk qf whieh the waste 
lands reek; 
Now, in God*s name, from Whom your 
greainess Jlows, 
Sister, will you not speak ? 

This is asked of us not as individuals 
but as a nation; and as a nation our 
only spokesman is our Govemment: 
"Sister, will you not speak?" Well — 
we did speak; but after nine months 
of silenee. This silenee, in the opinion 
of French and Belgian emissaries who 
have talked to me with eourteous frank- 
ness, eonstitutes our moral failure. 

"When this war began'' — they say 
— "we all looked to you. You were the 
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great Demoeraey; you were not in- 
volved ; you would speak the justifying 
word we longed for. We knew you 
must keep out politieally; this was 
your true part and your great strength. 
We altogether agreed with your Presi- 
dent there. But why did your univer- 
sities remain dumb? The University of 
Ghieago stopped the mouth of a Belgian 
professor who was going to present Bel- 
gium's ease in publie. Your press has 
been divided. The word we expected 
from you has never eome. You sent us 
your eharity; but what we wanted was 
justice, ratification of oiu' eause.'* 

To this I have answered : 

"First — Our universities do not and 
eannot sit like yours in high seats, in- 
spiring publie opinion. I wish they did. 
Seeond — We are not yet melted into 
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one nationality; we are a mosaie of 
langiiages and bloods; yet, even so, 
never in my lif e liave I seen the Ameri- 
ean press and people so miited on any 
question. Third — Chir eharity is om* 
very way — the only way we have — of 
telling you we are with you. I am glad 
you recognize the neeessity of our po- 
litieal neutraUty. Anything else would 
have been, both historieally and as an 
aet of foIly, unpreeedented. Fourth — 
Do not forget that George Washington 
advised us to mind our own business." 

But they reply : " Isn't this your own 
business?" And there they toueh the 
eore of the matter. 

Aeross the sea the deadliest assault 
ever made on Demoeraey has been 
going on, month after month. We 
send bread and bandages to the 
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wounded ; individually we denounee the 
assault. Golumbia and Unele Sam stand 
looking on. Is this quite enough ? War 
being out of the question, was there 
nothing else? No protest to register? 
Did the wide oeean wholly let Golumbia 
out? Europe, weltering in her own 
failure, had tumed towards us a wistful 
look. 

I eannot tell what George Washington 
would have thought; I only know that 
my answer to my European friends 
leaves them imconvinced — and there- 
f ore how ean it quite satisfy me ? Minds 
are exalted now, and white-hot, When 
they eool, what will our historie likeness 
be as revealed m the lightnings of this 
eosmie emergeney? Will it be the por- 
trait of a people who sold its birthright 
for a mess of pottage? Viewing how 
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we have given, and the tone of our press, 
perhaps this would hardly be just. Yet 
I ean not but regret that we did not pro- 
test. What we lost in not doing so I 
see elearly; I ean not see elearly what 
we gained. We may argue thus in our 
defense : If it is deemed that we missed 
a great opportunity in not protesting as 
signatories of the yiolated Hague eon- 
yentions, are not our proofs of the vio- 
lations more authentie now than at the 
time? What we heard was ineredible 
to Ameriean minds. We had never 
made or known sueh war. By the time 
the truth was estabUshed a protest might 
have seemed somewhat belated. Well, 
this is all the explanation we ean offer. 
Is it enough ? 

It is too eariy to answer ; eertain it is 
that not as we see ourselves but as 
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others see iis, so shall we forever be. 
Gertain it is also, and eternally, that 
through suffering alone men and nations 
find their greater selves. It is fifty years 
sinee we Amerieans knew the Penteeost 
of Galamity. These years have been too 
easy. We have not had to Iive danger- 
ously enough. We have prospered, we 
have been immune, and our prosperity 
has proved somewhat a eurse in disguise. 
In these times that uncover men's 
souls and the souls of nations, has our 
soul eome to light, or only our huge, 
Iavish body? In 1865 we had found 
our soul indeed. Where is it gone ? We 
have been witnessing many "seholariy 
retreats," and every day we have had 
to hear the "maxims of a low prudenee." 
Have they sunk to the eore and killed 
it ? God forbid ! But sinee August, 1914, 
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we have stood listening to the ery of onr 
European brothers-in-Liberty. They did 
not ask our feeble arm to strike in their 
eause, but they yearned for our voice 
and did not get it, Will History acquit 
us of this silenee ? 

Meanwhile, the niaxims of a low pru- 
denee, masquerading as Christianity, 
daily eounsel us to keep otu* arm feeble. 
It was not so that Washington survived 
Yalley Forge, or Lineoln won through 
to Appomattox. If the Fourth of July 
and the Deelaration it eelebrates still 
mean anything to us, let our arm be 
strong. 

This for our own sake. For the sake 
of mankind, if this war brings home to 
us that we now sit in the eouneil of na- 
tions and share direetly in the general 
responsibility for the world's well-being, 
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we shall have taken a great stride in 
national and spiritual matnrity, and our 
talk about the brotherhood of man may 
progress from rhetorie towards realiza- 
tion. 



XV 



XV 



E have yet to find our 
W/ greater selves. We have 
also yet to realize that 
Europe, sinee the Spanish War, has 
eoimted us in the eoneert of great na- 
tions far more than we have eoimted 
ourselves. 

Somebody wrote in the New York 
Sun: 

We are not English, German, Swede, 
Or Austrian, Ruasian, French or Pole; 

But we have made a separate breed 
And gained a separate soul. 

It sounds well ; it means nothing ; its 
sum total is zero. Ameriea asserts the 
K 145 
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brotherhood of man and then talks about 
a separate soul I 

To speak of the Old World and the 
New World is to speak in a dead lan- 
guage. The world is one. All hu- 
manity is in the same boat. The 
passengers multiply, but the boat re- 
mains the same size. And people who 
roek the boat must be stopped by foree. 
Ameriea ean no more separate itself 
from the destiny of Europe than it ean 
eseape the natural laws of the universe. 

Beeause we deelared politieal inde- 
pendenee, does any one still harbor the 
delusion that we are independent of the 
aets and fortunes of monarehs? If so, 
let him eonsider only these f our events : 
In 1492 a Spanish Queen financed a 
sailor named Golumbus — and Europe 
reaehed out and laid a hand on this 
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hemisphere. In 1685 a Treneh Elng 
revoked an ediet — and thousands of 
Huguenots enriehed our stoek. In 1803 
a French eonsul, to spite Britain, sold us 
some land — it was pretty mueh every- 
thing west of the Mississippi. One 
might well have supposed we were inde- 
pendent of the heir of Austria. In 
1914 they killed him, and Europe fell 
to pieees — and that fall is shaking 
our ship of state from stem to stem. 
There may be some citizens down in 
the hold who do not know it — among a 
himdred million people you eannot ex- 
peet to have no imbeeiles. 

Thus, from Palos, in 1492, to Sarajevo, 
in 1914, the hand of Europe has drawn 
us ever and ever eloser. 

Yes, indeed; we are all in the same 
boat. Europe has never forgotten some 
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words spoken here onee: "That govem- 
ment of the people, by the people, for 
the people, shall not perish from the 
earth." She waited to hear us repeat 
that in some form when The Hague 
conventions we signed were tom to seraps 
of paper. Perhaps nothing save ealam- 
ity will teaeh ns what Enrope is thank- 
fiil to have leamed again — that some 
things are worse than war, and that you 
ean pay too high a priee f or peaee ; but 
that you eannot pay too high for the 
finding and keeping of your own soul. 



[PiNisl 



Ptinted in United States of Ameriea. 



' I 'HE following pages eontain advertiseroents 
o£ Maemillan books by the same author 



\ 



'T'HE following pages eontsdn adyertisements 
o£ Maemillan books by the same author 



By OWEN WISTER 



The Yirginian 

A Honetnan of fhe Plalns 



WlTH ElGHT FULL-PAGE ILLUSTRATIONS 
By ARTHUR I. Keller 

eiothy I2m0t $ i,jo 

" There is not a page in Mr. Wister's new book whieh is 
not interesting. This is its first great merit, that it arouses 
the sympathy of the reader and holds him absorbed and 
amused to the end. It does a great deal more for him. 
' Whoever reads the first page will find it next to impossible 
to put the book down until he has read every one of the five 
hundred and four in the book, and then he will wish there 
were more of them.' " — JVna York Tribune» 

" Mr. Wister has drawn real men and real women. . . . 
In ' The Yirginian ' he has put forth a book that will be re- 
membered and read with interest many years henee." — 
ehieago Ameriean, 

*' The story is human and alive. It has the ' toueh and 
go ' of the vibrating life of the expansive Ameriean West and 
puts the eountry and the people vividly before the reader." 
— PhHadelphia TimeS'-Saturday Review, 



THE MAGMILLAN GOMPANY 

PnbUahen 64-66 Fifth ATenne Vev Tork 



Qy OWEN WISTER 

Lady Baltimore 



lUusiraUd^ eloth^ ismo^ $i^o 



" It is pkasant to be able to say that . . . his reputation will be 
more than merely maintained by his new Tenture. . . . It would be 
difficult to speak too highly of this delightTul Yolume. . . • ' Lady 
Baltimore,' as may be gathered iirom what we have said above, is a 
many-sided book. . . . In fine, here is an author of whom Ameriea 
may well be proud, not only for his Uterary aeeomplishments, but 
ibr his generous, yet diseriminating, love of his eountry." — TAe 
Speetaior, London. 

" Full of the tenderest human interest, sufficiently dramatio» with 
a deeided toueh of originality." — Daily News, Ghieago. 

" A delightful story; the reader is captivated irom the start."— 
New York Globe, 

" As a pieture it is eharming; as a story it has genuine strength.'* 
— NewYorkMail, 

** WhoUy eharming from end to end." — Toronio Globe, 

" The story maintains a rare quality of sineerity and indefinable 
eharm." — Norih Ameriean, Philadelphia. 

** A most eharming story . . . one of the most ezquistts done in 
years." — Citi»en, Brooklyn. 

'* A love story that even esoels that between Molly Wood and 
' The Yirginian.' " ~ The Advance, Ghieago. 

*' We have been wholly eharmed with ' Lady Baltimore/ and wish 
sineerely that it was our luek to read books like tt evety day."— 
Riehmond Times»Di*patch» 
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GRITIGAL COMMEin)ATION 

" It is a eurious fact that tbe life of Washington has never 
been really easy to write. . . . But in these matters the ehar- 
aeter of the historian means everything. If we have the right 
man we may be sure of a good book. As regards the true 
Washington we have in Mr. Wister the right man. 

" ' The Seven Ages of Washington ' . . . gives a remarkable 
interpretation of its subject. ... It is plain that the author 
has been moved to the depths of him by his hero's worth, 
finding in the traditionally * eold ' figure of Washington a type 
to toueh the emotions as vividly as Napoleon touehes them in 
even his most dramatie moments. He passes on his impres- 
sion in a few ehapters whieh gather up everyday traits as they 
eome out in letters and other reeords. The salient events in 
Washington's eareer, military and politieal, are indieated 
rather than dwelt upon. The object of interest is always his 
eharaeter; the things plaeed in the foreground are the epi- 
sodes, great or small. whieh show us that eharaeter in aetion 
or point to the sourees of its development. . . . 

" The baekground is handled with perfect diseretion. The 
reader who is searehing for an aulhoritative biography of 
Washington,brief, and made himianly interesting from the 
first page to the last, will find it here." — From a eolumn re- 
view of the book in TA^ New York Tribune^ Nov. 23, 1907. 
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